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" They didn't stay long, whoever it was,1'
said. Then, after a pause, " It couldn't
be your friend, sir ? "

Boston had not thought of it; he rose to
the surface again. " It's too late, surely/'

'' It's some one coming along here, anyhow,"
she said.

He must come right into this circle of quiet,
or not at all, thought Boston; he couldn't
go out of it to meet him. He sat fingering
his cards.

" This way, sir." The landlord opened the
door. " A friend of Mr.-----"

Bettington stood there in the half-darkness,
out of the lamplight. What a stranger he
seemed ! He might have dropped down from
the ceiling.

" Hallo ! " said Boston, getting up reluc-
tantly. Bettington came into the light, be-
came real, and shook hands.

" I'm awfully glad you could come." The
acting had begun. " Let me introduce you
. . . Mrs. Williams, my friend, Mr. Bettington
... Mr. Williams.

" You do play whist, don't you ? " said
Boston.

"Hadn't we better knock off, Polly?"
said the landlord.